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Author's Notes: 

For the sake of transparency... this was written entirely to make my boyfriend uncomfortable- He loves AnCo 
like | love Emperor. He also ships Kria and Avey.. and has a soft spot for ‘Sleeper Factory’. So, yeah, | ruined it 
for him. In my defence, he showed me the interview where Avey Tare mentioned sleeping with Panda Bear and 
waking up cuddling him in the morning so.. 


Should | fell you what | wanna do? 

Find a bed and sleep with you 

‘Cause two can sleep, much more than one 
And sleepin’ with another is so much fun 


And we're gone they'll leave us be 

We're at the sleeping factory 

And we'll be back in a week 

They'll find us by the lake or by the creek.. 


Normally, Dave likes to think he could come up with an accurate approximate to describe what he's feeling. 
Accurate approximate as in, close enough to be tangible but still too far away because it's just words mouthed 


out and scribbled onto an old deli napkin. 

Still, Dave doesn't think he's slept this little since an acid trip gone wrong and he managed to convince himself 
that the CIA were after him for pirating too many movies. And he's not on drugs this time, even though 
drugs would be nice right about now. That would be really nice, actually. Not even his hands are working 
properly anymore, they got tired of fingering out "fuck you fuck you fuck you fuck you fuck you" over and 
over, all over the wall. 

Those words don't feel genuine either. Its not a statement of any kind of rage or pain as much as it is a 
defence mechanism at this point. There's a lot of word-vomit but none of it is cohesive, even by his 
standards, so Dave turns around in his bunk right as the truck drives across a speed-bump, and swallows it 
down. Again- thank you very much 

Its another two hours of lying there doing abso-fucking-lutely nothing. The driver pulls over, uncaps his flasks, 
downs two shots and Dave's pretty sure he's the only conscious one left in this entire tour/cadaver bus. And 


then he waits another fifteen-twenty minutes for something to happen before flipping onto his stomach and 
closing his eyes tight. 


Pretend nothing happened You'll go home, itll be nice and shit. tll be lke that Seals and Crofts song Blah blah blah 
blah blah blah 


‘Cept its not. He rolls onto his back again 

Fuck, Dave whispers before covering his eyes with his arms. This sucks. 
And then head pokes itself through the curtain 

"Yo" 


"Unless you're an angel from heaven here to deliver some good news.. don't bother me, man." He delivers that 


line with a hollow laugh. 

Noah crosses his arms, leaning down his chin "Define good news?" 

When Dave doesn't replies he begins to list off things that could fall into the category of ‘good news’. 
"We smuggled hot pockets and weed onto the bus." 


"Dope." A shakey thumbs-up there. 


“The price of gas is down" 

"Uh-huh." 

"The Bucket Hat Mafia is a thing now." 

He doesn't answer that time and Noah quickly becomes exasperated. 


"Fine." He relents "You're dead. This is all an illusion, 'm your guardian angel here to guide you in the afterlife. 


Wassup?" 


Dave opens an eye and looks over at his friend. "See? Thats what l'm talking about." He mumbles, although 


there's the ghost of a half-smile there. 


Noah's face doesn't change much, but it's still clear he's unimpressed. And yet, he takes the one eye opened as 
consent to slide under Dave's covers, pulling the sheets to their ears. 


He keeps his head up by using his arm as a pillow and holy fuck, tour bus beds were not made for two. 
"Yup, you killed yourself, grats on not-sleeping yourself to death. I'm sure Kria is going to be very impressed” 
Ouch, 


Dave wants to tell him that his tongue is cutting a little too sharp but he knows Noah isn't going to care. He 
looks down, thinking the rolled up grey lint is so interesting now. 


"Forget about her." 

"| can't." He replies. 

"You're dead now, of course you can. Just let it go." A hand on his shoulder. "Let her go." 
Dave is still looking down 


"If l'm dead, why can't | just go and visit her as a ghost?" Keep her close, all he ever wanted was to hang off 


of her. He could become so small and live in the part of her hair or be the air that envelops her.. 
Dave's throat beings to really hurt, even worse then the way it hurts when you smoke something bad. 
Their knees knock together. "That's against the rules." 


"Can | exit out of this realm of reality then?" 


I'm not a fucking scientist, chill out, dude.." Noah mumbles and finally Dave looks up. “I'm sad." 

"Why are you sad? You're dead. The dead don't feel pain" 

"No, Noah. I'm sad" There's a bit of panic in Dave's voice. Their eyes meet and Noah's are unreal. 

| miss her." The feelings aren't foreign but in this context, he doesn't know if it's ever hurt this much. He 
might as well have been skinned alive and thrown into a lake of saltwater, barely kept alive, but still alive 


enough to feel every nerve endings rebel. 


"| know." Noah nods and Dave notices that their hands are touching, Noah's fingers on top of his, and his knee 


caught between Noah's. 


Dave swallows hard and wonders if it's even okay to be lying like this with him. They've shared beds before 
but usually they don't touch. Just sleep on the separate ends. 


Their hands grip each other and there's something cathartic even at this distance. He wants to ask Noah to 
kiss his forehead or something cheesy and stupid like that but he keeps his mouth locked tight and throws 
away the key. 

Questions go through his head. 

What does the skin behind Noah's ear smell like? 

What is he thinking? 


Does he enjoy making funny faces at the mirror early morning? 


He doesn't ask any of them though- he just holds the hand tighter and slips deeper into him. 


